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Too Little 


Author's Notes: 
Warning: MPreg and AU. 


Eight years together and Phil was still finding new sides to Steve's personalities. Although undiagnosed 
professionally, Phil had a laundry list of conditions he suspected Steve of having, and a few he was certain he 
had. His problem with alcohol was really starting to take a toll on him and he was sick constantly. Phil himself 
had quit drinking after really looking at what he was doing with his life and where he was going. The other 
issues, the manic depression, multiple personalities, and maybe even a schizoaffective disorder were only 
worsened by Steve's heavy drink intake. 


Nothing Phil could do would ever make Steve change and it was a bitter pill for Phil to swallow. All he could do 
was love Steve as he had since they met and wait for Steve to find his own way out of it. He kept up with 
Steve as best as he could, picking him up when he would pass out somewhere, making sure he got home from 
the pub, providing him with some form of human friendship. Since Lo left Steve had done a nosedive and had 
become super dependent on his few remaining friends. He consumed Malvin's life and was well on his way to 


doing the same to Phil. Malvin had begged off to take care of his own children when Phil stepped in. Steve had 


the fancy house in London and everything he could have ever wanted, but he didn't want items. The things he 
needed no amount of money could provide. Time still only worked one way and so far every doctor Steve had 
ever gone to managed to get him detoxed and then Steve would check himself out and start the process over 


again. The causes never got treated and so nothing changed. 


Phil had been given a copy of the Big Book and while most of it was well intentioned, he didn't follow the steps 
exactly. He recognized how sick he had been from the drink, writing it off as catching a bug or travel 
exhaustion. Steve was in the same position now, drinking so much that his body had grown allergic to the 
alcohol it was so dependent on. He never ate much and now it seemed like every time Phil would get him to eat 
something he would throw it up. French toast and waffles and pancakes anything after a night together and 
Steve would wash it down with a tumbler of vodka and run to the bathroom where he would disappear, locking 


the door behind him. 


Steve grew thinner and thinner and his shakes worsened. Phil watched as the brief smiles and glimpses of the 
old Steve disappeared, replaced with wild mood swings and depressive periods. The band were getting worried 
about Steve, his playing suffered as did everything in his life. Between the four of them, the guys had been 
discussing a short leave for Steve to really commit to a rehab program, one that would tackle his problems 
not just the addictions. 


It had been a morning like many others, Steve was sedated enough that Phil could climb out of bed and get a 
quick jog in before coming back and trying to make Steve eat something. Steve had been particularly cranky 
the last few days and was complaining of stomach pains, so Phil opted for bland waffles with some 
strawberries and powered sugar. Perhaps not the healthiest, but anything was better than nothing at this 
point. Steve had been ill so often since Phil had moved in, he hadn't believed how much Steve managed to hide 
on a day to day basis. It was worse than Joe thought and Sav feared. 


Not being the overly domestic type, Phil set the coffee to perk and fixed the boxed waffle batter, dropping an 
extra spoon or two of sugar into the mix. He thumbed through the morning paper as the waffle iron heated, 
enjoying the fading hope that today might be the day things turn around for them. It had been routine: Steve 
would tumble down the stairs and stick his head into the freezer, pouring himself a glass of straight vodka. 
Phil would set a glass of orange juice beside it and invariably end up pouring the juice into Steve's vodka in an 
effort to get some of the vitamins into the malnourished body that sat listlessly at the table. Phil would put a 
plate of food in front of Steve, who would pick at it and get a few bites in before clutching at his stomach and 
running off to the bathroom. 


Again today the same pattern held. Phil spread the jam over the hot waffle and set it in front of Steve who 
was already drinking straight vodka. While Phil's cooked, he mixed some orange juice into Steve's tumbler and 
asked him again to please finish the juice. Steve nodded and cut into his food, licking some of the jam from the 
knife. 


"You're not feeling well again?" 


Steve shook his head and set his silverware down with a clank. "I feel bloody awful." 


"Why don't you try more juice and less alcohol? | felt better when | cut back." 
Steve's thin arms wrapped around his stomach. "I think I'm gonna be sick" 


Phil bit back every bit of burnt-out sarcasm he had in him, saying nothing and watching as a shaky Steve 
pushed up from the table and weaved his way towards the small bathroom. 


Cursing is waning hope, Phil cleared the dishes and read the paper with his coffee while waiting for Steve to 
reappear. After a few minutes and not hearing any more retching noises, Phil set his carefully folded paper 
down and went to investigate. The light was on, but the door locked. Steve said ‘a few more minutes’ when Phil 
asked, but he knew Steve enough to know that something was wrong. Using a trick he learned while on the 
road, he grabbed a credit card and shimmied it between the doorjamb and the lock, popping it open 

Steve sat on the closed toilet staring at something that he quickly hid behind his back as the door opened. 

"| said I'd be out in a few. I'm ok" Phil could see Steve's anxiety level go through the roof. 


"Yeah?" Phil walked slowly closer to Steve, blocking the exit and never taking his eyes off Steve. "Whatdya got 


there?" 
"Hmm, what?" Steve stalled. "Nothing." 
"Care to show me what ‘nothing! is?" Phil feared it was a needle and hoped to God he was proven wrong. 


Something dropped down behind Steve's leg and landed on the rug around the toilet out of sight. Steve held out 
his empty hands. "See? Nothing." 


Phil narrowed his eyes. "What did you drop?" 
Steve froze, caught and thinking as fast as his dampered mind would go. "Nothing." 


Phil was tired, and couldn't hold back some of the weariness from his voice. "Just show me the needle, or 


whatever it is." 


Steve's brows knit together in confusion before opening wide and staring at Phil. His jaw dropped open and for 
the first time in a while Phil saw an honest emotion out of Steve. Slowly, like a cornered animal, Steve 
crouched down and reached between the toilet and the tub. He held the stick of plastic between his hands and 
tried to shield it from Phil. "It's ok Steve, let me see." Phil closed the few steps between them and unwrapped 
Steve's fingers from around the stick 


It wasn't a needle or a pipe or a razor, none of the things that had Phil worried. This was worse, much worse. 


It was a set of thin blue lines. 
"This is the third one this week. I'm doing something wrong." 


Phil stared at the stick in their hands and the stark lines on the white test strip. Maybe he wasn't reading it 
right, or Steve really had fucked it up somehow. He rubbed his eyes, then his chin, turning the test around 180 


degrees, only to see the same results. 

He met Steve's scared eyes. "How long." his voice cracked and failed. "How long have you been sick like this?" 
Steve shrugged and tried to pull away. Phil pulled him closer. "Dunno, few months.” 

Not knowing what else to do, Phil drew Steve into a hug, pulling their bodies together and rubbing his hands up 
and down Steve's back in smooth, calming motions. Arms landed on his shoulders and held him tight, Steve's 
scent filling his nose. "Its ok Steve." He wasn't sure if he was supporting Steve or trying to convince himself. 
"It's ok, we'll get you through this." 

"| didn't think.. | can't." Steve rested his head against Phil's. "Me da's gonna kill me." 


"No he won't," Phil said vehemently. "No one has to know" He vowed to protect and take care of Steve and in 
all of his thirty three years of life, nothing felt more right. Steve's quiet sobs shook his body as Phil stroked 


his shoulders and back. 


Too Late 


Tomorrow brought another round of rehearsals. The band was used to Steve not showing up or showing up 


late after he'd slept off his hangover so when Phil walked in alone it didn't surprise anyone. 


‘Can | have a band meeting before we start?" Phil wrung his hands nervously, it would take a minor miracle to 
pull this off without anyone finding out their secret and getting the band on board was only the first step. Rick 


finished messing with his midi box and wandered over to the sitting area where everyone was congregated. 


"This is probably not going to shock anyone, but lm voting to put Steve on a six month leave. He's taken a 

nosedive these last few days and | found an counseling place in London that will take him." As he thought there 
were nods all around. Everyone wanted their friend to get better, but no one knew how to get it accomplished. 
"I talked to the doctor, they allowed him to do a modified outpatient program so he's not admitted at night and 


can stay at home. I'm volunteering to live with him and watch him." 
"He's that bad?" Sav looked up from his guitar and under his bangs and noticing how haggard Phil looked. 
"Yeah." Phil swallowed past the lump in his throat. "|.. We might lose him." 


The room was silent as everyone looked at each other. Joe spoke, "If there's anyone he will get clean for, it's 
you." Phil knew that's not how addiction recovery worked and was on some level shocked at Joe's 


incomprehension. "Six months, then, and we'll just take a break ‘n see ‘ow he's doin.” 


Phil just nodded, at this point the addiction was the least of Steve's problems. It was like a pebble in front of a 
giant boulder but at least he had bought himself and Steve some time to figure things out. 


The guys all gave him manly hugs and well wishes before watching Phil head out the door. Once in his car, Phil 
rested his head against the steering wheel, knowing full well that nothing would be the same and feeling an 


immense sense of dread. 


EERE EE EE EK 


Several days later Steve did have a doctor's appointment. Jackie's doctor for Rory had been very private and 
discreet. This was an unusual case to say the least, and the doctor had agreed to meet Phil and Steve before 


the office opened and the staff arrived 


He was a middle aged man with slightly greying hair who Phil vaguely remembered. Another urine test and a 
blood sample was ran on Steve and the doctor triple checked the results which were still positive. He was 
skeptical but non-judgmental which was better than Phil had expected. The doctor tried to lighten the mood by 
cracking a joke about Phil's super sperm but it fell flat as both Steve and Phil couldn't believe what they just 
heard. 


"Well, you're the father, right?" 
Phil hadn't even thought that far down the line. Not that he doubted Steve but.. 


Steve nodded and shyly looked over to Phil. Phil nodded to the doctor and smiled. The other option was even 


more unbelievable, and Phil was certain he didn't feel like starting a new religion today. 


"So, there's one more test called an ultrasound. It will give us a picture of the baby so we can see if 


everything is normal. There's a lot of concerns so | will just go over the results when it's all done.” 


Steve laid on the table and the doctor put some gel on his lower belly. Phil wondered how he missed the tiny 
little bump. Granted it didn't look like much, but it was there. Both of their eyes were glued to the small black 
and white monitor as the doctor slid the wand over Steve's skin. Phil held Steve's hand as they waited. 


"Ummm..." It was never a good sign when a doctor was nervous. "The views aren't very clear. If this were a 


traditional pregnancy, I'd do a transvaginal." he tapered off, clearly uncomfortable. 


‘Like... inside?" Phil squeezed Steve's hand and leaned protectively over him. The doctor nodded, a small blush 
started across his cheeks. "Well," Phil looked down at Steve. "How do you think he got pregnant in the first 


place?" 


The doctor blanched and grimaced, clearly uncomfortable with what Phil was suggesting. "Please, | need to 
know." Steve had a spark of something strong in him. Phil had always known it was there somewhere but it had 


been so lost over the years. "Please." 


Without a word, the doctor dug around on the ultrasound cart, fishing up what looked like a vibrator and 
putting a condom over it. "This, aah.." he stumbled. "This goes inside and then it gives a clearer picture of the 
.. uterus." He tried to rearrange the dressings without revealing too much of Steve, but there was no way 


around it. After gelling up the probe, the doctor slowly put it to Steve's rectum and pushed. "Does it hurt?" 


"No, but it's not exactly comfortable either.” Steve's eyes slammed shut as soon as the doctor had gotten 
near him. Phil whispered words of encouragement into Steve's ear. It was pretty horrible for Phil to watch, 
some strange guy with a vibrator shoving it up Steve's ass. One more trauma to lump on Steve. Phil petted 


Steve's hair and kept talking to him. 


"There we are. There's the head" The doctor pointed to a small fuzzy zone. "There's the back," he traced a 


band of white. "A leg." He took a few more images, moving the probe around. 
"Stop," Steve sobbed. "Stop." 


The doctor looked at Phil, who nodded The probe was withdrawn and the screen went black. "Without a doubt, | 


can say he is pregnant. About twelve weeks or so." 


"Is he healthy?" Phil was worried. A million things swam in his mind. Not only Steve's ability to physically carry 
a child, but with his malnutrition, chemical dependency problems, and a host of other issues opened up for the 


health of the baby. 


"Can't tell if it's a boy or a girl yet, but at this point it appears healthy. The head is the right diameter for 


his gestation period and | don't see any gross physical anomalies." 
"So?" Phil didn't know what he was going to ask, but he had a lot of questions. 


"Due date should be around the middle of February. Honestly, | don't know how this will proceed, so we'll just 


keep a watch for now and see you back in two more weeks for a follow up." 


Steve was still laying on the table with his eyes closed, the white blonde hair fanned out behind his head. He 


looked even more broken now than he had before. 


"Any advice?" Phil petted Steve's hair again, only to have him flinch away and curl up, wrapping the blanket 
tight around himself. 


"Lots. He needs to stop drinking and smoking, stop any other recreational drug use, eat better, get away from 
the stress, exercise lightly, and come back for the followups." Damn, Phil knew the doctor would tell Steve to 
clean up his act, but.. It was a tall order. "No heavy lifting or impactful exercises, four servings of fruits and 
veggies per day, failing that vitamin tabs, the list goes on but | think those are the major ones." 


People started filing in outside the exam room as the day started. "There's a back exit to the clinic. Head down 


the hallway and take a left past the restroom." 


The next few months were hellacious. Steve's drinking picked up and his health got worse. He refused to talk to 
Phil and managed to alienate him even further. Phil had taken to sleeping on the couch as Steve hid in his 
bedroom. When he did come out, Steve was downright abusive. Not only to Phil, but to himself. He was self- 
chastising, and Phil was pretty sure he was also in a very major depressive episode. There was no way either 


Steve or the baby would make it through this, but what did you do with a pregnant man? 


Desperate and out of ideas, Phil moved out shortly after Christmas. Steve had long ago stopped going to the 
doctors and had taken to hitting Phil, having his new ‘girlfriend’ come over when Phil would leave the house for 
any length of time. Phil knew he was using again, anesthetized to the gills. His pregnancy wasn't showing like it 
should be for eight months in and Phil knew something had gone horribly wrong. Damned if he could get Steve 
to a doctor without bringing everything public, damned if he could even get Steve to a doctor period. 


New Years came and went with no word from Steve. It wasn't unusual since they found out he was pregnant 
and Steve shut himself down. Phil figured he would call if he needed anything and there was no helping him 
anyway. Even Mal hadn't heard from Steve recently. 


He got the phone call from Mrs. Clark that Steve had died. Phil rushed over to find Steve still on the couch 


and that new girlfriend of Steve's in hysterics. He was already cold when Phil touched him. Phil knew this day 
was coming, but he wasn't prepared for it. Phil cleaned him up, wiped his face and emptied Steve's pockets, 
getting ready for the police. He flushed a few things down the toilet and made a phone call back to Mrs. Clark, 
who was already on her way down from Sheffield. Phil pulled a blanket from the bed and draped it over Steve's 
body then made another call to their management. There were some things that would have to be hidden from 


the media and even the rest of the band. 


With nothing to do but wait for the police to show up, Phil pulled out the folded scrap of paper he had taken 
from Steve's back pocket. Steve never wrote much and he didn't know what to expect, but Steve's angular 
scrawl filled just enough of the small page. It was unaddressed but it unmistakably for Phil, like Steve had 
expected him to be there at the end. 


Ím sorry. Tired of being a freak and doing everything wrong. Im not good enough fo live and | wont be a burden 
anymore. Taking us away. | never said it and | know | fucked it up, but | love you 


Phil shoved the note into his own back pocket. As much as he tried Steve wouldn't listen to reason and no one 
could shake the self-image that Steve had in his own mind. Steve had so much more to give and just couldn't 
get over his issues to get it out. Worst of all was the small belly Steve still carried, not only for Phil's own 
selfish reasons, but how many people could have benefited if Steve was more open and allowed himself to be 
studied? Gone was his lover, friend, band mate, and child. The pregnancy has probably pushed him over the 
edge and he was never quite the same since Phil confronted him in the bathroom that day. Should he have 
done things differently? Probably, but there was only one chance in life and Phil knew he blew his badly. 


Things got a little fuzzy as reality started hitting him. It was still very early morning and he reached for one 
of Steve's vodka bottles, unscrewing the top and taking a gulp. He didn't know where life would go from here, 
but he was pretty sure he found his companion 


